* The Burning of Sawlon *
what had been said. The sense was clear enough, but
she felt no aptitude for applying it to her case. At this
distracting moment she could never concentrate suffi-
ciently for the entry into meditation. It was too late
now to train her mind. She must fall back on what
power of soul she already possessed. Coming to this
conclusion, she saw what she could do. She had never
bowed to the King, she never would bow to him. She
remembered with satisfaction the effect on him of her
anger. Though he had on his side all the temporal
power, she had broken in with deadly effect. If he calcu-
lated to cure himself of his deep wound by seeing her
plead, give way to horror and panic in the cage, he was
mistaken. He would get no nursing from her; she
would wound him again. She felt that she had the
power to do this. She could not lift herself from pain by
meditation, she was too deeply immersed for that in
illusion's sea, but, holding to something unconquerable
in her soul, she would give that despicable Narathiha-
pate a psychic stab, the haemorrhage of which he
would never be able to staunch.

Greatly comforted by this resolution, she awaited
death, filling in the time by dwelling on the Three
Gems, saying again and again, as she told the beads of
her rosary, CI take refuge in the Buddha, I take refuge
in his Law, I take refuge in his Church/ The words
soothed her, gave her a feeling of ultimate safety,
brought her unwittingly to the threshold of that
meditation which at first she had thought she could not
approach. But she went no further than the threshold,
for, her mind more quiet, she pondered long how in
the moment of trial she would beat down the King.
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